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One 


Author's Notes: 

There's a clip on Tommy's site of him playing Drums on Aerosmith's ‘Last Child’ on his birthday. This is what 
Steve Tyler says about it-\"And can you believe Tommy Lee??!?l?! | was up in his room in Toronto, bullshittin\ 
„and he told me \"tomorrow\'s my birthday, and I\'ll give you oral sex if | can play the drums on \'Last 
Child\: \"That would be the best birthday present | ever got\" He talked to Kramer backstage, and WALA 
We shoulda played \'Big Ten Inch\ but he slammed \'Last Child\ | passed on the oral sex, LOL! But | love that 
boy, he was born with a horseshoe up his ass, and we both know it. OUCHI\" Well of course as far as | was 
concerned, Steve took his payment *g%*. Thanks as always to Dramady for the beta *hugs*. 


With Happy birthday was still ringing in his ears, the rhythms of ‘Last Child’ singing in his blood and a grin he 
couldn't get rid of painted his face. Tommy walked back stage, bottle of Jag in hand. 


"Hey T." Steve's voice came from behind him as he passed Aerosmith's dressing room door. 


"Yeah..2" He wandered back to the singer and was a little surprised to find his wrist snagged and himself 
suddenly pulled inside the other band's dressing room, the door banging shut behind him. 


Steve didn't let go of his wrist and as he twisted to get it free the singers grip tightened, his voice dropping 
just a notch to hold some of the violence it held of old, before the older man had cleaned his act up, back in a 


time when Steven Tyler hadn't thought twice about exacting a price from the drummer of a younger band. 
"You'd said you'd blow me if | let you play that number. Time to pay the piper Tommy." 


A shudder passed through him, dark and raw-edged but one that drew a silent moan from him nonetheless. 
The younger Tommy inside of him pushing to the fore, wanting this, dragging the older if not wiser one with 
him, bringing him to his knees before Steve, his head resting against the older man's hard cock. 


His eyes fell closed as his own body responded to the position, to his memories and to his very sudden and 


very real current need. "Been a long time since | did this, man" 


Surprisingly gentle fingers carded through his hair before lightly tugging so that he had to look up. Dark eyes 
smiled down at him, though the heat in them made him whimper almost, that voice still dark-edged but softer 
and more heated. "Take your time baby, can remember how good you used to be." A finger brushed over his 
lips and he managed to draw a hiss from the singer as his teeth graze over the skin "Wanna feel that again 
Tommy..wanna feel your mouth on me." 


His hands shook just a fraction as he got the button undone and zipper down to pull Steve free, giving him a 
couple of light teasing strokes with his hand, getting used to the feel of the older man again. The younger him 
whining softly, there was a moment of old pain before it died and the older him let's this become something 
else; a kind of healing, a moving on or making new. And then he's getting used to the taste as he licks over the 
head a couple of times. The tang against his tongue stirring old reactions and creating new ones at the same 
time. This had always been something that made him ache and turned him on, because even though he was 


the one on his knees, the power here was all his. 


As he took Steve down, Tommy sighed and hummed, opening his throat like the old days and holding the singer 
before starting to move. The rhythm came from the beats he always carried, long strokes and short staccato 


movements, something that he could draw out or finish as quickly as he pleased. 


His stomach twisted, and his cock ached against his fly as he looked up and saw Steve with his head back, eyes 
closed, an almost constant stream of sounds coming out his throat as he did this, moving subtly faster, 


encouraging the other man. with his hands on the singer's ass, to move. 


And he did, and it really didn't take much longer after that before he was drinking the older man down and 
purring softly in the back of his throat like of old. Steve's voice from above him brought him back, back to 
exactly where he was in Aerosmith dressing room, with his knees hurting and his cock complaining. But he 


couldn't say he was sorry. 


"Still got it | see." The edge has gone from Steve's voice replaced by friendly laughter and a hand up. 


Standing, he found himself pulled against Steven as the other man tasted himself on his lips. The kiss was 
sweet and friendly, a ghost of what it used to be like between them, a gentle nod to the past. As he pulled 
back, the singer rested their foreheads together looking deep into his eyes, long fingers cupping the back of his 
head. "Just for a moment | wish we could.." and then Steve's words died with a rueful smile and a shake of his 


head "nah, we'd kill each other." 


Tommy found himself hugged hard and returned it equally as hard, the emotions between them old, current 


and new, very close to the surface before he was escorted to the door. 


As it was closed behind him, his hard-on made itself known again. Heading for his own dressing room, he 


pushed the door open. 
"Lukas..." 


~End~ 


